Chapter Eight
A  RENDEZVOUS  WITH  APHRODITE
IN   MAY    IQl6   MY   BATTERY   WAS   TRANSFERRED   TO   SMYRNA,
which lay in the sector of the fifth Ottoman army. On our
way there, we stopped for a few days in the harbour of
Panderma, on the Asiatic shore of the Sea of Marmora, where
Field-Marshal Liman von Sanders Pasha had his G.H.Q.
at that time, before becoming Allenby's adversary in the
year 1918. We took all our meals at the Field-Marshal's
table, and the tall, herculean man liked to discuss political
questions with me, particularly conditions in Austria-Hungary.
Liman himself was not unpopular with the Turks, since, ,
unlike many other German officers, he showed himself polite
and considerate to the Turkish authorities.
In Smyrna, which was an attractive and prosperous town
at the time, there lived a large colony of English people, who
were not merely left unmolested by the Turkish authorities,
but were actually treated with particular politeness by the
Governor-General, Rahmy Bey. The garden city of Boudja
and the suburb of Bournabad were almost exclusively
inhabited by wealthy English merchants and their families.
Rahmy Bey, with whom I soon formed a friendship which
has lasted ever since, introduced me to several English families
of Bournabad, whom, to the anger of the Germans, he
continued to visit almost daily. Among the Germans, too, I
made several interesting acquaintances, for instance, the
Consul-General, Count von Spec, brother of the Admiral of
Falkland Islands fame, and Captain Bohlke, at that time the
greatest flying ace of the German army, who was on leave
in Smyrna,
When, eleven years later, together with a number of fellow-
newspapermen, I exchanged a few words at Le Bourget with
Charles A. Lindbergh, who had landed some days previously
in the Spirit of St. Louis, I was impressed by his striking
physical resemblance to Bohlke. The same bony face, the same
colouring, the same slender, muscular body, even the same